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without hesitation, and stopped at last about three paces
off.

On his bearded face was pictured a grin, which showed
his sharp-edged teeth, white as ivory, and the cudgel
began to move about in a way that was not very reassur-
ing for the captain of the woods.

Unmistakably the sight of Torres did not inspire the
guariba with friendly thoughts. Had he then particular
reasons for wishing evil to this defenceless specimen of
the human race which chance had delivered over to him ?
Perhaps! We know how certain animals retain the
memory of the bad treatment they have received, and it is
possible that against backwoodsmen in general he bore
some special grudge.

In fact Indians especially make more fuss about the
monkey than any other kind of game, and, no matter to
what species it belongs, follow its chase with the ardour
of Nimrods, not only for the pleasure of hunting it, but for
the pleasure of eating it.

Whatever it was, the guariba did not seem disinclined
to change characters this time, and if he did not quite
forget that nature had made him but a simple herbivore,
and longed to devour the captain of the woods, he seemed
at least to have made up his mind to get rid of one of his
natural enemies.
After looking at him for some minutes the guariba